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negus, the feather beds and warming-pans, the
Christmas parties with charades and blind man's
buff; but nothing ever happens, except the yearly
childbirth. The curious thing is that it is a genuinely
happy picture, or so Dickens, is able to make it
appear. The thought of that kind of existence is
satisfying to him. This alone would be enough to
tell one that more than a hundred years have passed
since Dickens's first book was written No modern
man could combine such purposelessness with so
much vitality.

By this time anyone who is a lover of Dickens,
and who has read as far as this, will probably be
angry with me.

I have been discussing Dickens simply in terms
of his " message ", and almost ignoring his literary
qualities. But every writer, especially every
novelist, has a "message", whether he admits it
or not, and the minutest details of his work are
influenced by it. All art is propaganda. Neither
Dickens himself nor the majority of Victorian
novelists would have thought of denying this.
On the other hand, not all propaganda is art. As
I said earlier, Dickens is one of those writers who are
felt to be worth stealing. He has been stolen by
Marxists, by Catholics and, above all, by Conserva-
tives. The question is, What is there to steal?
Why does anyone care about Dickens? Why do
7 care about Dickens ?

That kind of question is never easy to answer.
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